MARCO MILLIONS

sets up a wailing cry and receives a blow. The CAPTAIN and CORPORALS
spring up on the wagon} And now forward march! (With a great
cracking of whips and shouts of pain the wagon is pulled swiftly
away. On the ground under the sacred tree three bodies lie in crumpled
heaps. The same sweet sad music comes from the tree again as if its
spirit were playing on the leaves a last lamenting farewell to the dead
PRINCESS. // rises softly and as softly dies away until it is nothing but a
faint sound of wind rustling the leaves.
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